the   very breath  of beauteous day.

When the Creator himself is pictured as
making new resolutions in his heart upon
smelling a sweet savor (Gen. VIII, 21), is it
any wonder that the sweet-smelling season
of the cherry blossom should call forth the
whole nation from their little habitations ?
Blame them not, if for a time their limbs
forget their toil and moil and their hearts
their pangs and sorrows. Their brief pleas-
ure ended, they return to their daily tasks
with new strength and new resolutions.
Thus in ways more than one is the sakura
the flower of the nation.

Is, then, this flower, so sweet and eva-
nescent, blown whithersoever the wind
listeth, and, shedding a puff of perfume,
ready to vanish forever, is this flower the
type of the Yamato spirit ? Is the Soul of
Japan so frailly mortal ?

IS BUSHIDO STILL ALIVE?

Or has Western civilization, in its march
through the land, already wiped out every
trace of its ancient discipline ?